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Robin Adair. | Only tell her that 1 
Oh! no, my love,no! |. love. | 
ÞFhe Thor. Love and Glory. 
The girl of my Heart | The Soldier's Adieu. 
Tell her I love hex. | My Mary dear, &c. 
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; Neweaitle upon Tyne —— 

iated by J. Marſhall, in the Old Fleſh · Market. „2 

hire may 40% bead. a large and intereſting. Collection .,- —_ 
V Songay Ballads, Tales, Hiſteries, Sc. A 


Robin Adair. - oF 


HAT 's this dull town to my? 
Robin's not near. 


What was't I wiſh'd to ſee? * - | 


What wiſh'd to hear? 
Where's all the joy and mirth 
Made this town heaven on earth? 

Oh! they are all fled with thee, 

Robin Adair. 


What made the aſſembly fine? — 
* Robin Adair. 
What the ball look fo fine, 
Kobin was there: 
What, when the play was o er, 
What made my heart fo fore ? 
Oh: it was parting. with 
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But thou art cold to me, 
Robin Adair. 
But now thou'rt cold to me, 
Robin Adair, © 1 3 
Vet he: Ftov'd fo well 5 5 | 
Still in my heart ſhall Tet! m7” 
Oh! I can ne'er e | 
Robin Adair, 
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Ob no, my love, uo. 


HILE I hang en your boſom, diſtracted to 
| loſe you, | | 
High ſwells my fad heart, and faſt my tears flow, 
Yet think net of coldneſs, they fall to accuſe you, 
Did 1 ever upbraid you ?=-Oh! no, my love, no. 
I own it would pleaſe me, at home could you tarry, 
Nor e'er feel a wiſh from Maria to go: 
But if it gives pleaſure to you, my dear Harry, 
Shall I blame your departure ?—Oh ! no, my love, no. 


Now do not, dear Hal, while abroad you are ſtrayin 
That heart which is mine on a rival beſtow; 

Nay, baniſh that frown, ſuch diſpleaſure betraying ; 
Do you think I ſuſpect you ? Oh! no, my love, no. 

I believe you. too kind for one moment to grieve me, 
Or plant in a heart which adores you ſuch woe: 

Yet ſhould you diſhonour my truth and deceive me, 

Shou'd J e'er ceaſe to love you? Oh! no, my love, no. 


The Thorn. | 
ROM the white bloſſom'd ſtoe my dear Chloe 


% 


requeſted | 
A ſprig, her dear breaft to adorn : 
No, by heav*ns ! I exclaim'd, may I periſh, 
If ever I plant in that boſom a thorn. 
Then I ſhew'd her a ring and implor'd her to 
W 
She bluſh'd like the dawning of morn: 
Yes I Ilconſent, ſhe replied, it you'll promiſe 
That no jealous rival ſhall laugh me to ſcorng 
: | No, by beav'ns, &c“ 
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The Girl of my Hauri. 


1 HAVE parks, 1 have grounls, 
| have deer, I have hounds. 5 
And for ſporting a neat little * 1 
I have youth, I have wealth, 
I have ſtrength,” I have health, 
Yet I mope like a beau in his dotage. 
What can I want ?—Tis the 5 of my 
heart, 
To thars thoſe treafares with me; 
For had 1 the wealth 2 the Indies 
impart, 
No pleaſure would it give e, 5.” 


Without the lovely girl of my heart, 5 
The ſweet lovely girl of my heart. 


My domain far extends, 
And ſuſtains ſocial friends, 
Who make muſic divinely enchanting; 
We have balls, we have plays, 
By We have routs, public days, 
And yet {till I feel ſomething a-Wanting. 
What ſhould it be? but the girl of my 
heart, he. 
a Jo ſhare thoſe treaſures with me; Wo 
Apd had I the wealth e the 5 
- impart, 
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No pleaſure; woulck it give me, 
Without the lovely girl of my heart, 
The ſweet lovely girl: of my heart. 

For what is the wealth hien the Indies 


1 


impart. A hig 
Compar'd with the girl of my heart? 


Tell * 1 hs hey, | ; 


ELL her I zo her while the clouds drop rain, 
Or while there's water in the pathly main; 
Tell her I love her till this life is o'er. 
And then my ghoſt ſhall viſit this ſweet. ore: * 2 
Tell her I only aſk ſhelf think on me 
I'll love her while there's (alt within the ſea : 
Tell her all this; tell it, tell it o'er and o'er, 
I'Il love her while there's ſalt within the ſea. 
Tell her all this: tell it, tell it o' er and o'er ; 
The anchor 8 N en or 15 would tell her more. 
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Only tell ber phat I live. — 


NLY tell her that 1 love," 
Leave the reſt to her and 2 8 


Some kind planet from above, m_ 


Only. tell her how Llovʒe. alt { I; - 


Why, oh why ſhould I deſpair ? {+ 


Mercy's ured in her . 10 2010 le 


\ '* 
If ſhe does vouchſafe to hear, f 
Welcome Hope, and farewell Fear hs H 
| Ye zephyrs, en your balmy gale, ' © © 
Bear to my fair the tender tale, 
And whiſhy ring ſoftly from above, 
Only tell her that I love, 
Tell her ſoftly. only tell her that I love, 
Only tell her that I love. 
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= -: OUNG Henry WAS AS brave a "TE 

£4 As ever grac'd a martial ſtory ; 
And Jane was fair as lovely truth, * HB 
Fe. | She = for love and he for glory. | AM 


205 | With — his faith he meant to plight, 

And told her many a gallant ſtory; 

2» - | Till war, their honeſt joys to blight, _ 
2 Caall'd him away from love to Slory. 


* 4 Brave Henry u met che foe with pride; 
— = | 


: : Jane follew'd, fought—ah! hapleſs . | 
% In man's attire, by Henry's ſide, ; „ 


"= She died for love, and he for glory. 9 
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O Mary, eas departed. add wo 
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The n a.” 1 J 3 


DEV! adiev ! my only "ite; , 9 : 
My honour calls me from ilies; 


Remember thou'rt a ſoldier's Wife Nas 5 3 


Those tears but ill become. thee. | 
What though by duty I am call'd 
Where thundoting Cannons ande 
Where Valour's ſelf might ſtand apa! 
When on the wings of thy dear N 
Io heaven above 
Thy fervent oriſons are flown ; 3832 5 
The tender prayer EE 
Thou putt'ſt up thine „ 
Shall call a guardian angel Wen | 
To watch me in the ON. 8 


305 y 'M ary. Dear, &: Co. 


HOU. ling ring ſtar, with 68 ning ra 

. A That lov'ſt to greet the early mor 
Again thou uſher'ſt in the day. 

My Mary. from my ſoul was. torn. 
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Where is thy place. of blil ful get! 
geebſt thou thy 8 aid? [bre: 


Hear'lt thow whe roms. that 2 5 


76 
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Hat facred * © can I forget? 
Can [ forget the tialtow'd, grove? 

”t ere, by the winding Ayr we met, 
To live one day of parting love. 
ernĩty cannot effage ; 

Thoſe records dear of, tranſport paſt; 3 1 
iy image at our haſt embrace, FRET 

Ah! little thought we "twas our laſt. 


r, gurgling, kiſs'd its pebbled . | 
O'erhung with de pe icing 
green; 43/9 
e fragrant birch atul das hoar 
vin'd am'rous round the raptur'd ſcene: 
g flowers ſprang wauton to de preſt; 
he birds ſang love on every Pray: 
too, too ſoom the glowing. weſt 
 Proclaim'd the ſpeed of winged: oy 


| vfer theſe ſcenes my mem'ry wakes, 
and fondly broods with miſer care; 
ie but the eee ſtronger makes, | 
s ſtreams their channels deeper wear. 
Mary, dear departed ſhade! pie 
> as; is thy place of bliſsful reſt? = c 
t thou thy, layer lowly laid? "Fbreaft,. 
2 Tidy, the" gro ns that rend his 
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